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call it, is the time of life at which nature assists us
by throwing out an abnormal development of self-
esteem, as the marmot grows fat to strengthen him
against the approach of winter. The Union is still
to our minds an assembly whose debates reverberate
, throughout the empire; to row in the university eight
is an honour worth the sacrifice certainly of learning,
and possibly even of health; to be a first-class man
is to have won a decisive success in the battle of life.
In the little world to which our ambition has hitherto
been confined, we have risen to the summit of all
things; for tutors, professors, and other authorities
are nothing but contemptible old fogies, hide-bound
with useless pedantry. So imposing, indeed, is the
position of the youth who has just won high honours,
that I confess that I have never been able to meet as
an equal those who attained that position when I
was a freshman. Thackeray speaks of the old gentle-
man of seventy who still shuddered at the dream of
being flogged by the terrible headmaster of his youth,
In my imagination, the lads who held sway in the
university when I first had the honour of a gown,
and who, as we fondly believed, rivalled, in different
departments, Porson and Sir Isaac Newton, and Pitt,
and Coleridge, and Byron, are still surrounded by a
glory exceeding that of any of the sons of men. But
a cynical freshman would be an impossible creature.
Most men soon part with their university bloom:
the world demolishes their splendid ideal, and even
Oxford and Cambridge sink to be provincial towns
.with a large proportion of cultivated men and
promising lads; but not enchanted palaces of virtue
and learning. The senior wrangler himself walks
down the Strand without attracting a crowd; and a
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